
October 30, 1918 
Louisville, Ky 
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3 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
223 N. Winnetka 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My dear sweetheart, as I write this letter I am in different surroundings than I have been in 
for the last seven weeks because at last I have been transferred and for all but one reason I 
am happy because that 7th Btry was certainly a mess. I mean the way it is being run, I could 
tell you something right here that would prove every word I say, but I guess the less said the 
better. Fifty three of us were transferred and all were hospital men. We have an awful good 
set of men, and our officers from all indications and reports are on the level. I know one of 
them is alright. He is the lieutenant from the 7th who was battalion officer in charge the day I 
was on for Officer of the Day. He is a prince. 
 
Honey, I have some bad news though because even if I do go straight through, I won’t be 
home for Christmas because they put us back to the third week. You see they have changed 
the schedule and now in the third week. Oh Honey, I won’t know how I am going to spend 
my first Xmas from home, sweetheart, but maybe I’ll be there so we can start the New Year 
off right. I sure hope so anyway. Well, honey, I’m going to quit for tonight and study. I’m 
going to give them all that’s in me now. 
 
Oct. 29 
 
Well, honey, another day has passed and my first day in my new Btry. We surely have a nice 
set of officers. Honey, I’m sorter coming into my own now. Last night, I was called into the 
orderly room and given entire charge of barracks policing both inside and out. So I hold a 
kind of bossy job. I like it though. You see that is generally in charge of a lieutenant and he 
just turned it over to me. I just simply know that I have a letter down at the 7th from you. I 
just came back from there, but couldn’t find the mail orderly.  
 
I haven’t been feeling so very well to-day. The work is still a little strenuous for me, and I’m 
simply dead tired, but so long as it doesn’t get any worse, I’ll be alright. Honey, if this war is 
over before I am supposed to finish here and they were to allow us to go home, I’d be the 
happiest man alive. I don’t want to come home as long as the wary is on, but oh my when she 
is over, why sweetheart honey, I don’t see how I can wait much longer until I see you. I hope 
you have sent me the pictures you took over at Martha’s because pictures help a little 
anyway. I have some pictures here and very often do I get them out and just sit and look and 
dream, honey, of days that were and those that are to be. I sure long for those days again, do 
you honeymine? 
 



It is getting colder all the time up here, and we are wearing out overcoats continually. I have 
five issue blankets now and then one of my own, six in all and together with two overcoats 
which come in awful handy as cover, I’m pretty well fixed. 
 
One of the boys came back from the hospital and he had two more blankets than he needed or 
were issued to him so he gave me his two. I sure was glad to get them and it also saved me 
$9.00. 
 
Honey, you remember Nash, the boy who played quarterback for Rice last year. Well, I saw 
him up here to-day. He is in the 37th Tr. Btry. I sure was surprised to see him. He was in 
riding class and I was doing dismounted drill, but he managed to let me know where he was. 
 
I’m so tired, honey, I don’t see how I can stay up until nine thirty tonight. I believe I will feel 
alright tomorrow. 
 
Well, sweetie, I’ve got to quit tonight because this is study hour and the lieut. might come 
thru at any time. So dear, I guess we will just have to be contented until we see each other 
again. 
 
With truest love, darling. 
 
Otto 
 


	Oct. 29

